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felt real pity for him—too strong, too square, too vital
for that attitude ! He raised his face.
" Well, Alec ! "
" Tell me the truth, Marjorie.    I'm in torment."
She almost envied him the depth of his feeling, how-
ever unreasonable after her warnings. But she said,
ironically.
" Who was it knew me better than I knew myself ? "
In the same dull voice he repeated :
" The truth, Marjorie, the truth ! "
But why should she go into the confessional ? Was he
entitled to her past ? His rights stopped at her future.
It was the old business—men expecting more from women
than they could give them. Inequality of the sexes.
Something in that, perhaps, in the old days when women
bore children, and men didn't; but now that women knew
all about sex and only bore children when they wanted to,
and not always even then, why should men be freer ?
And she said, slowly : " In exchange for your adventures
I'll tell you mine."
" For God's sake don't mock me ; I've had hell these last
hours."
His face showed it, and she said with feeling :
" I said you'd be taking a toss over me, Alec. Why on
earth did you insist on my bringing this case ? You've
had your way, and now you don't like it."
" It's true, then ? "
"Yes.    Why not?"
He uttered a groan, recoiling till his back was against the
wall, as if afraid of being loose in the room.
" Who was he ? "
" Oh ! no ! That I can't possibly tell you. And how
many affairs have you had ? "
He paid no  attention.    He wouldn't!    He knew she

